THE BAGHDAD AIR MAIL

change it round* As I arrived back at E he moved
off and followed me. I then cut back towards the
shark-toothed hills and soon saw the hill at F and the
kidney-shaped mud flat.

As I passed along it Goldsmith sent me another
note saying that the oil leak had started again and
asked me to land. I groaned in the spirit and threw
out a smoke candle. The surface wind was very light
and variable. The smoke now meandered up and then
in a north-westerly direction, I decided to land on
the mud flat and came in to the left of the hill. I was
a bit high, and owing to the weakness of the wind I
found myself overrunning. I swung to the left and
ran round the boulder-strewn edge of the flat, until
I was nearly pointing in the direction from which I had
come. Then a jut of boulder-strewn ground projected
into the flat, so I switched off and just stopped in time,
a few yards short of the boulders. This time Goldsmith
screwed up the sleeve which had come adrift again,
and wedged it with a Melville clip, I was beginning
to be fed up and the sun was rapidly strengthening.
It was now 9 a.m. I thought our troubles had really
started, and if we were going to do 400 miles hopping
from landing ground to landing ground, we should
never get there. After forty minutes* delay, I taxied
very carefully out through the odd boulders, Stent and
I having shifted a few big ones, and took off along the
length of the mud flat.

L.G. F to L.G. V,    This proved the end of our

troubles.    We made quite fair headway now,    I told

Cock he could push on ahead when we came to the

Nairn track.    He had to S-turn1 a good deal to keep

1A D.H.ga flew fester than a Vernon.